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the night was infinitely more so. The remains of
our scanty meal haying been carried away by the
small-pox patient, the post-master appeared with
two guttering tallow dips, which just sufficed to
make darkness visible, and, bidding us good night,
retire to the depths of his ill-smelling den, whence,
a few moments after, there issued sounds of music
in the shape of a groaning, wheezing concertina.
We were given the benefit of this inspiriting music
from a little past eight o'clock till far into the night.
I used to think the Eussian National Anthem a fine
and stirring composition, but can scarcely hear
it, even now, without a shudder. It was the only
tune he knew. It was past 1 a.m. when I got to
sleep. The howling of the wind, and rfettlmg of
the rain and sleet against the window-panes, made
one feel thankful one was under shelter, even in such
a den as this. A huge grey rat, squatting near me
on the floor, his eyes gleaming in the semi-darkness,
appeared to share my opinion. Two months before,
I could not have slept a wink with the knowledge
that such an animal was in the room, but I now
composed myself to slumber quite unconcernedly,
although with the firm conviction that when asleep,
he, and probably many others, would be scrambling
over my body and face. An excellent school is
Siberia for the fastidious, and I know many a
London "masher" who would derive incalculable
benefit (both physical and mental) from a short
residence at Touloung,

Awakening at five o'clock, I sprang eagerly to
the window, to see how the weather was. , Alas J it
was pouring harder than ever. Still the saino
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